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"What, Takekoshi-san?"
"You know Kunigita, the novelist? He is looking for shelter. He is
the proverbial impoverished writer."
Saionji nodded sympathetically and said: "Takekoshi-san, do as you
see fit. If he wants to have a quiet room, there is one next to the place
I keep for my house-detective. He can stay here as long as he wants
to and he can dine with my family."
"He is somewhat temperamental. He drinks a lot—"
"Huh, all literary men are emotional and fond of drinking," Saionji
said.
"But he goes to extremes."
"Huh, how soon does he want to come?"
"Any minute. In fact, I shouldn't wonder if he might even appear
tonight I tried to dissuade him but—" He shrugged his shoulders.
Sakai was still talking: "Marquis, tell us some of the inside dealings
in connection with the formation of the Katsura Cabinet. How long
will the Sat-cho clique dominate our politics? Their strength is a direct
reflection on the Nipponese political parties that are just as corrupt
as the clannish bureaucrats."
"Maybe the lesser of two evils, eh?" Motono remarked.
Sakai kept on: "I hate to see the Sat-cho monopolize the Premiership
but I dislike the corrupt party-politicians, too. The public began to
express its resentment against them by direct action. Look at the tragic
end of Hoshi, the ex-Communication Minister. He was a clever poli-
tician. His rapid advancement startled the people."
"He was a barrister trained in England, and learned the political
technique of Tammany Hall, of the Honorable Croker of New York
City, when he was our Minister to the United States from 1896 to
1898," Takekoshi said quietly.
"I don't know how he got his methods, but he deserved the punish-
ment. I admit the assassin Iba Sotaro must have been a crank, but the
public was with the murderer. He was stabbed to death right in the
Tokyo municipal council's office—"
"Okiku, how about a bottle of wine?"
"That's fine, we always welcome that." Sakai approved.
"Well, Prince, I just ordered osoba for the guests/' Okiku an-
nounced.
"Huh." Saionji assented pleasantly and remarked: "Okiku is
ing old-fashioned little by little,"

